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it is not due to suspicion on my part, as you can see, because I rely upon your friendship in everything," This sonnet accompanied the letter.
Un seul penser qui me profite et nuit Amer et doux change en mon cceur sans cesse Entre le doute et Tespoir qui m'oppresse, Tant que la paix et le repos me fuit.
Done, chere soeur, si cette carte suit L'affection de vous voir qui m'oppresse, C'este que je vis en peine et en tristesse, Si promptement doux efiet ne s'ensuit.
J'ai vu ma nef retdcher par contrainte En haute mer, proche d'entrer au port, Et temps serein se converter en trouble,
Ainsi je suis en soucy et en crainte; Non pas de vous, mais si souvent atort Portune rompt violle et cordage double!
Elizabeth fairly shook with delight when she received this letter. For eight years past her hatred of Mary Stuart had increased steadily, day by day, and she had followed her with her eyes as the wolf follows the gazelle; and lo! the gazelle had come voluntarily to seek refuge in the wolfs lair. It was more than Elizabeth had dared to hope, and she at once dispatched an order to the Sheriff of Cumberland to inform Mary that she was ready to receive her.
So it was that one morning the inmates of the convent heard the blast of a trumpet on the shore. It announced the arrival of Queen Elizabeth's envoy on his mission to Queen Mary.
Thereupon most urgent appeals were made to the fugitive not to put herself in the hands of one who was her rival in power and glory and beauty, but the poor, dethroned Queen was overflowing with confidence in her " dear sister," and believed that she should enjoy at Elizabeth's court the position due to her rank and